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ure it diminished the disagreeably parched sensation ? The
skin f of the children, who rolled naked in the sand, resembled
the hide of the elephant; and the little negroes, black by nat-
ure, were of a blue-gray, and as rough as shark-skin. Let me
add that these negroes, especially the adults, dress their hair
with the same oil; it is then done up in tiny plaits, and not
combed out or replaited for weeks and months; the oil be-
comes rancid in the sun, and the pungent odor will carry, in a
favorable wind, a mile, and, for highly sensitive nasal organs,
will kill, it may be said, at twenty paces. While sojourning
with the Nubians I bought several leather girdles and pouches
which had been worn. Days of saturation in soap-suds and
warm water, besides two weeks' trailing in the Nile' attached
under my cabin-window in our dahabeah, was totally ineffectual
to deodorize them; they rotted and fell to pieces, but remained
faithful to the perfume of their original owners to the last mo-
ment of existence.

But to return to our bedroom and the approaching sirocco.
Our night's rest was disturbed by the gale, which steadily in-
creased, swept the great plains just without our walls, and
whizzed and flurried about the colonnade -of the large open
court, sending clouds of sand and dust through our shutters
and down the chimney, and bending the dry palm-leaves which
fought with, each other and produced a sound like that of a
heavy shower of rain. There was a small window, about
two feet square, as if intended for the porter's lodge, through
which I could see, from my bed, the large folding-doors of
the main entrance. This window seemed air-tight in ordinary
weather, but that night the sand found its way through the
cracks, and covered my counterpane and pillow, making every-
thing gritty to the touch. My watch hung against the wall
with the lid open and was filled with sand. As for the floor,